
You can take advantage of this spectacular offer even 
if you are already a subscriber. We'll start your new 
subscription when your present one expires. 
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Here's exciting news! This special subscribers offer 
of four Magic Puzzles plus a full year's subscription to 
ROY ROGERS comics costs only $1.50. You'll have the 
time of your life with these puzzles and really mystify 
all your friends. 

But you must act now to take advantage of this 
super special offer from ROY ROGERS comics. Clip the 
coupon below today and mail it with only $1.50. Start 
your subscription to ROY ROGERS comics and start 
having fun with these four Magic Puzzles, each of which 
comes in its own plastic box. We'll also enroll you in the 
Dell Comics Club, and send you a handsome member- 
ship card. 



HI, PARDNERS / 

BE A MAGICIAN -AMAZE 
YOUR FRIENDS WITH THESE 

FOUR MAGIC 
PUZZLES' 
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A P1EDSE HM4S "RENTS | 

The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con - 
tains only clean and ivholesome is 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- ; ; 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, i ; 
objectionidtle material. That’s why 2^1 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contains only good j"! 

fun. “dell comics are good comics” jit; 
is our only credo and constant goal. tit; 

M 



Mail To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. DEPT. 6RR 

10 W. 33rd St., New York I, N. Y. 

Please enter subscription to Roy Rogers Comics. In- 
clude Four Magic Puzzles and Dell Comics Club 
Membership Certificate. 

Name Age 

St. and No 



City 



Zone .... State .... 



I am enclosing remittance for $1.50 in full payment. 
I If this is a gift subscription please fill In below. List any 



ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 



Donor's Name 



St. and No. 
City 



Zone .... State .... 



J>y 
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IN 

TROUBLE IN WOLF'S 
HEAD CANYON 





DOCTOR JOHN CLOUD MOUNTAIN WAS 
EARLV THIS MORNING, IN A WRECKED 
TEN MILES FROM THE 



L COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




' DR. JOHN IS NOT ONLY A BRILLIANT ^ 
NAVAHO SURGEON, DEVOTED TO HIS PEOPLE. 
HE'S A CRUSADER FOR THE BEST THAT 
, MEDICAL SCIENCE CAN BRING TO THEM.' 



HE GETS ON WELL WITH MOST OF THEIR \ 
NATIVE SINGERS, OR MEDICINE MEN - BUT 
THERE ARE A FEW WHO RIGHT HIM AND J 
HI5 "WHITE MAN MEDICINE"- _ — -' z — ^ 

FOR THIS REASON OR THAT/ )/' UH-HUH' IT 

T 1 ( — < ( makes sense, 

vA y R0V/ > 



1 THE HOSPITAL'S MODERN LOBBY, ROY AND 
PAT ARE MET BY AN INDIAN NURSE. . . 



ROUGH COUNTRV- 
FOR A MODERN 
V HOSPITAL! , 



IT'S WHERE DR. 
JOHN'S INDIANS 
v LIVE/ / 



f MR. ROGERS? DR. 
JOHN IS EXPECTING 
V YOU. THIS WAV/ , 



THANK YOU 
NURSE/ 



DR. JOHN/ I'M 
MIGHTV SORRY- 



' VOU MAKE ME FEEL 
BETTER, ROV.' AND PAT 
BRADV, TOO! COME--,-'' 
< PULL UP CHAIRS/ } 



LAST NIGHT I WAS COMING HOME JVES.' VOUR 
FROM AN EMERGENCY CALL, WHICH S. FIANCEE, 
TURNED OUT TO BE A FAKE. NURSE ) DOCTOR/ 
MARIE BLUEBELL WAS DRIVING THE x 

JEEP. YOU KNOW HER, ROY. / \ [j 






MARIE/ 

MARIE . 1 



NO! NOT IN THE ORDINARY SENSE. 
LET US SAY SHE WAS SUBJECTED 
V TO STRONG PARENTAL INFLUENCE . 1 
) HER FATHER, YELLOW SINGER, 

' AND HER HALF-BROTHER, 

. SHORT BULL-^^ ) 



THEY HAVEN'T j 
FOUND HER, J 
DOCTOR? DO > 
YOU THINK SHE 
WAS- STOLEN? , 



/YOU'RE PROBABLY RIGHT, DR. > 
JOHN.' I KNOW THOSE TWO HAVE 
OPPOSED YOUR HOSPITAL WORK ^ 
k BITTERLY. THEY COULD HAVE ^ 
m WRECKED YOUR JEEP.' BUT HAVE 
■ YOU ANY IDEA WHERE—? / 



YES, ROY/ 
I HAVE A 
HUNCH... 



"...UNTIL DAYLIGHT. I WORE UP WEDGED BETWEEN 
THE SEAT AND THE DASH, IN GREAT PAIN! I 
CALLED OUT! WHEN I GOT NO ANSWER..." 



"...I STRUGGLED OUT OF THE WRECK AND GLANCED 
AROUND! I WAS ALONE! SOMETHING HAD 
HAPPENED TO MARIE! SHE WOULD NEVER HAVE 
LEFT ME. INJURED ! I FAINTED AGAIN... » 




MARIE ONCE TOLD ME OF A SMALL > 
CANTON, BACK OF NAVAHO MOUNTAIN, 
WHERE HER FAMILT LIVED TEARS AGO, 
WHILE HER FAT HER 'WAS "MAKING J 
MEDICINE." THE CANTON IS SHAPED > 
LIKE THE HEAD AND JAWS OF A WOLF. 
NOT EVEN THE OTHER NAVAHOS i 
KNOW OF IT/ y 



f I'LL FIND IT, DR. JOHN-- AND BRING 
MARIE BLUEBELL. OUT— SOMEHOW.' SHE'S 
OF AGE- AND THERE’S A LIMIT TO 

V PARENTAL INFLUENCE/ J 



THANKS, ROT' > 

I TRUST TOU TO ^ 
DO IT -MORE THAN 
ANT MAN.' , 



' THERE IT IS, ROT- 
CANTON SHAPED LIKE’ A WOLF'S 
HEAD AND JAWS' , 



x . 

/ SAME DAT, AS i 
THE SINKING SUN N 
CASTS SHADOWS OVER' 
MESA AND CANYON IN 
AMERICA'S WILDEST 
DESERT, A STATE i 
k GAME RANGER'S / 
\ PLANE FLIES 
LOW. 





FWO DAYS LATER, AT MOON RISE, IN A DRY WASH 
THREE MILES BEYOND WOLF JAW CANYON... 



' SO THE GIRL > 
IS THERE.' WHAT 
WILL YOU DO, ROY? 
LEAD A POSSE IN 
v THERE AFOOT? , 



NO-THAT WOULD N 
PROBABLY MEAN SHOOTING, 

| IF X KNOW YELLOW SINGER 
AND SHORT BULL IS WORSE' 
T'VE GOT A PLAN- 



TIME TO TAKE OFF WITH 
MY "FLYING BIKE," PAT/ THERE'S 
. STILL AN UP- DRAFT/ A 



OKAY, ROY- 
IF YOU'VE GOT 
TO RISK IT/ 



OKAY, PAT- I'M 
GOING UPSTAIRS/ 



Raster and faster the jeep tows 

ROTS FLYING BIKE DOWN THE SMOOTH 
FLOOR OF THE WASH, UNTIL... 



LIKE ANY FIXED-WING GLIDER, 
THE BIHE IS AIRBORNE/ 



THIS IS IT/ 



JHILE THE AIR CURRENTS ARE STILL RISING 
FROM THE PREVIOUSLY SUN- HEATED CANYONS, 
ROY USES THEM TO CLIMB HIGH. 



IUIDING HIS SILENT LITTLE CRAFT 
EXPERTLY, ROY IS SOON ABOVE 
THE "JAWS OF THE WOLF 7 




V OH- OH.' A ^ 
DOWN-DRAFT.' IF 
1 HIT A BAD ONE, 
T COULD LAND 

v to ° hard, y 



I'M WITHIN RIFLE 
RANGE, BUT X'LLTAKE 
A CHANCE ON BEING 
SEEN . . . TRY TO 
k LOCATE YELLOW 
SINGER'S CAMP/ A 



r THERE IT IS-- A 
SPOT OF FIRE- 
LIGHT IN THE -1 
.SECOND "JAW." J 



' I HAVEN'T 
BEEN SEEN- 
. VET/ . 



• With LUCK AND GOOD JUDGMENT 
ROV MANAGES A SAFE, SILENT LANDING. 



W GOOD-BYE/^ 
ft LITTLE BIKE! ’ 
S VOU'LL NEVER 
ft TAKE OFF FROM 
%. HERE! ^ 






r 



PWENTY MINUTES LATER, A TOSSED 
' PEBBLE DROPS NOISELESSLY ON 
MARIE'S SLEEPING FORM. 







T HAN AN HOUR LATER, ROY AND MARIE RETURN 
■IE SPOT WHERE ROY HAD LEFT TRIGGER... 





fi\ MOMENT LATER, TRIGGER CLEARS OUT WITH 
MARIE-- THE THUNDER OF ROT'S GUNFIRE 
DROWNING OUT THE CLATTER OF HOOFS. 






TRIGGER-- > 
LAV OFF/ I'M 
OKAV— NOW/ y 



y eow/ 



MARIE.' you OIDN'T Y • 
RIDE OFF.' VOU JUST ^ 
WAITED-- WITH TRIGGER- 
AROUND THE CORNER/ 



VE5! I’M GLAD X 
DID, ROV' EVEN 
\ THOUGH I DISOBEV- 
/EDTHEilLAW/ 



I KJlCKLT RO'i UNK$ THE TWO 
OflZEQMEN, wmsf-Ta-wmsf: 



IhREE DAYS LATER, IN SHERIFF BOB'S OFFICE. 



' sou SEE, BOB, MARIE'S 
FATHER, VELLOW SINGER, 
DECIDED HE’D RATHER > 
.GIVE THE BRIDE AWAV ^ 
2 THAN GOTO JAIL" AND 
¥ HE'LL KEEP HIS WORD/ 



T# f EEE' 



7g\ 

[SlNC 



ishtJ ££ 

•jJo 



GIVE UP, VELLOW > 

singer; vou can't fight 

WITH HANDCUFFS/ . 




T%qT?o%£a£ 

TRMNtEK 



AND 

THE CAMP 
ROBBERS 




Rriven far from home by a forest fire, trigger and pinto 

V JACK HAVE SPENT A NIGHT IN THE SHELTER OF A NATURAL CAVE 
IN THE SIDE OF A WILD CANYON ... NOW, IN THE COOL, WET FRESHNESS 
OF AN EARLY SPRING DAY, THEY SCENT GREEN GRASS. 




. . . BUT AFTER A LITTLE WHILE, TRIGGER'S 
THOUGHTS TURN HOMEWARD. 





UP THE CANYON, HE 
WAY UP INTO A 
BENCHLAND. 



LITTLE BROOK MEANDERS ACROSS THE 
GRASSY BENCH-- A PEACEFULSCENE.UNTIL... 




r ITH A SNORT AND A GRUNT, JACK HEAVES 
TO HIS FEET UNHURT AND A BIT INDIGNANT-- 
TO TRIGGER'S GREAT AMUSEMENT. 




BY THE INSTINCT FOR DIRECTION FOUND 
MANY HORSES, TRIGGER CLIMBS THE NEXT 
"HOGSBACK" RIDGE, IN THE DIRECTION OF HOME... 





...BUT THERE-- ACROSS A SECOND RIOGE- 
A WALL OF SMOKE STILL RISES FROM THE 
DYING FOREST FIRE.' FOR A LONG TIME, 
THERE WILL BE NO CR0S5ING THAT "BURN". 






. . . AND PROM THE DOORWAY COMES A FRIENDLY 
CLATTER OF POTS AND PANS' HUNSRY FOR OATS 
AND HUMAN VOICES, JACK WHINNIES LOUDLY. 




AND LOOKS INSIDE.' 



WOOF! 

WOOF' 



GRRRRH! 



GRROWRH! ) ( EE-AWH! 



In his terror, he heads straishtfor 

TR1SSER — THE OLD BEAR BARRELING 
AFTER HIM WITH MURDEROUS GROWLS. 



UNGING DESPERATELYBACKWARD5. 
' JACK NEARLY FALLS OVER. 




T hem, without waiting for more 

TROUBLE, HE FOLLOWS PINTO JACK. 




THE OLD LADV DISCOVERS OTHER BUSINESS 
CHASING HORSES' GROWLING ORDERS 
HER CUBS, SHE RETURNS TO THE CABIN... 





N MOTHER SEAR'S MIND, HORSES 
I MEAN THE RETURN OP MAN, AND 
THE CABIN IS NO LONSER SAFE.' 



.UNTIL ASSISTED BV A MOTHERLT PAW: 





Ui- « rcni-c>_i 
IN SPITE OF ITS 
SILLV PACKAGE.' 



CREATES THIRST, BUT THERE IS A 
BRAWLING LITTLE BROOK AT THE EDGE 
OF THE CLEARING "AND GREEN GRASS 
IN WHICH TO ROLL.' TRiSSER'S CHUCKLE 
OF CONTENTMENT SPEAKS FOR BOTH/ 







HERE'S THE HUNDRED DOLLARS YOU : 

LOANED ME FOR MY WEDDING, ROY. IT'S J » 

PART OF WHAT THOSE EASTERN , S 

SCIENTISTS'^ — PAID ME. ) — 

— - — — "'THERE 

. ^,1 )) [ ISN’T ANY HURRY 

y I ABOUT RETURNING IX 
^J W/ llA \ TOM. SIT DOWN. /. 



RIGHT. TOM' I'LL' 
BE RIDING OUT TO 
. SEE YOU BOTH.'. 



' THANKS. ROY- N 
BUT IT'S LATE, AND 
RENA IS STILL WAIT- 
ING SUPPER FOR ME/ 
V SEE YOU SOON/ 




HUMPH/ X MUST HAVE LEFT 
MY WALLET ON ROY'S DESK.' 
^GETTING ABSENT-MINDED.' J. 



SA-AY.' THAT H0M8RE- > 
GOING INTO THE SHERIFF'S 
OFFICE- LOOKS A BIT 
V FAMILIAR. / 



Reaching the hitching rail, 

TOM SLAPS EMPTY POCHETS. 






ROGERS? I'M HENRY LAKE, DEPUTY 
PROM BUCK COUNTY, WITH A WARRANT 

FOR THE ARREST OF THOMAS ^ 

•. BRENNAN- FOR MURDER-' 1 



HELP 



r WHAT? NOT 

TOM BRENNAN: 
WHY, HE'S — 



IT'S A FRAME-UP 
BUT- THEY CAN MAKE 
Jfc'. IT STICK/ . 



ANDERS DIED, LAST WEEK. 1 AND THE CHARGE IS 
NOW—MURPERf HERE'S THE WARRANT IN MY 
POCKET- SEE? IT'S YOUR^^DUTY, ROGERS, 
TO HELP ME GET HIM — ___> 
TONIGHT/ SEE? I J I 



ALL RIGHT] 

. LAKE, i 



\ND, TWO HOURS 
1 AFTER SUNSET.. 



( GREGG ANDERS AND HIS OUTLAW BROTHER, N 
SLADE, HAVE PULL WITH THE ROTTEN POLITICAL 
V GANG IN BUCK COUNTY/ THEY CAN RAILROAD 

_v m e on Awy«a|i- charge; it will kill rena; 



HE'S WANTED FOR \HPLDON, LAKE! TOM 
THE MURDER OF GREGG ) TOLD ME HE'D WOUNDED 
ANDERS/ IF YOU'LL A MAN NAMED ANDERS- 
DEFENSE— A YEAR 
NO CHARGE 
MADE THEN. 1 






IVlTH DEBP DISCOURAGEMENT GNAWING 
AT HIS HEART, TOM BRENNAN BURNS 
THE WIND FOR HOME. 





UPSIDE THE HOUSE. 



IT'S BETTER THIS WAY 
RENA' IF THEY CATCH 
ME NOW, THE ODDS ARE 
S^TOO BIS... GOOD- y* 
BYE, HON.' ^ 



THEY'RE HERE/ 
STALL THEM OFF; 
!v RENA / y 



TOM. PLEASE' ^ 
PLEASE DON'T.' 




WHERE IS HE.’ 
SPEAK UP/ 



I- 1-- WHOM 
DO YOU MEAN- 



WAIT- WAIT A 
MINUTE! I CAN'T- 








...AND DROWNED.' NOT ONE 
CHANCE IN TEN THAT A MAN 
. COULD LIVE IN THAT WILD 
kzr — . WATER/ A 



HE TOOK TO THE 
WATERS, 



HE'S HEADING ^ 
FOR THE RIVER/ I 
CAN SEE HIM/ i 



NO MORE ^ 
SHOOTING/ YOU 
HEAR ME. LAKE? 



THREE MILES DOWN RIVER/ IF HE ) OKAY- 
DID UVE THROUGH THOSE RAPID5,\GET ' 
HE'LL NEED^a HELP TO GET OUT- ) FIR 
f *-^ r ) EVEN there/>w , 



. • 



YOU KILLED HIM. LANE.’ \ / HUH/ WAIT TILL VOU 
JUST AS SURELV AS IF 1/ KNOW HE'S DROWNED, 
YOUR BULLET DRILLED/J ROGERS/ WHERE'S THE 
1/ I'M REPORTING \\ NEAREST PLACE HE 
THAT TO YOUR SHERIFF// VCOULD HAVE LANDED? 





r ROM DAWN UNTIL AFTERNOON OF THE NEXT 
DAT, ROT SEARCHES THE RIVER, FOR THE BOOT 
OF TOM BRENNAN. THEN, DISCOURAGED... 




f BUZZARDS! NOW 
I WONDER WHAT - 
THEY'VE FOUND? T 



COVOTE DRAGGED THIS ' 
HAT— FROM WHERE? OF 
COURSE, THE BUZZARDS 
HAD TO INVESTIGATE. A 



Hk TARES A SHORT CUT ‘’’jV'v. 
• ACROSS THE RANGE TO TOWN. Mb 






THE SOONER WE HIT TOWN, TRIGGER.THE 
QUICKER I CAN PUT THROUGH A PHONE CALL' 
Sy AND GET THE REST OP THE 
{ EVIDENCE X -ay. NEED, i f W 



HE WAS DROPPED INTO THAT CREVICE > 
WITH HIS SADDLE GEAR, AND COVERED WITH 
BRUSH- BY WHOEVER MURDERED HIM.' HIS 
v HORSE WOULD HEAD FOR HOME, y 



HELLO- LONG 
DISTANCE? GIVE 
ME SHERIFF MACKEY 
OF BUCK COUNTY, 
A. PLEASE' J 



FOUND \f TELL 
ANOTHER ) YOU IN A 
WHAT. 9 A. MINUTE.' . 



NO, SHERIFF 
BOB.' BUT I 
> FOUND 
( ANOTHER ! 



' HELLO, ROY/ 

YOU'VE BEEN HUNT- 
ING FOR TOM'S BODY 
ALL THIS WHILE? DID 
s. YOU FIND IT? A 



» LATER, IN THE OFFICE OF BUCK 
f'5 SHERIFF.. / KOI ROGERS? 



r LAKE HAD A X 
WARRANT FOR SOME-' 
. BODY UP THIS WAY?; 



/ UH-HUH' HE X 
( WAS TRAILING A 
SLADE ANDERS, OWL - ) 
HOOT BROTHER OF 4. 
GREGG- WHOM YOUNG ^ 
TOM BRENNAN SHOT IN 
. SELF-DEFENSE A YEAR 
\ AGO. . GREGG JUST . 
X. DIED, AND— / 



r 



0MENT5 
COUNT t 



' ROT ROGERS? HOW 
ARE YOU? EH--?... 
DESCRIPTION OF MY 
DEPUTY, HENRY LAKE? 
WHY HE'S KIND OF SHORT 
AND SANDY- HAIRED, 
AND-HUH? YES, HE 
S. RIDES A TEXAS 
V RIMFIRE SADDLE. 




ROW- WAIT/ 
WHAT'S THIS 
ALL ABOUT? . 



OH, YES' AND TELL DOC KELLY, THE V 
CORONER, HE'LL FIND HENRY LAKE'S J; 
BODY- THE REAL HENRY LAKE-- “S 
TEN MILES BEYOND PICARD'5 LINE 
^ — C / rVCAMP ON THE RIVER 

f. f road.' y 



NO TIME TO TALK NOW, > 
SOB.' YOU CAN CALL MACKEY 
. BACK AND FIND OUT.' > 



YOU'VE HAD A HARD 
DAY, TRIGGER BOY- 
BUT I'M COUNTING ON 
YOU FOR MORE.' 



THAT STRANGER, WITH A BUCK COUNTY \ THANKS, 
BADGE? YEAH, I PASSED HIM, ROY-- ) HARVEY/ 
MAYBE AN HOUR AGO.' RIDING OUT OF 

TOWN- TOWARD TOM _ 

xfA BRENNAN'S Wr ‘f ill 

v place/ Jr || — ' 1 ' W 



A POUND SUNDOWN, ROTS 
SYSTEMATIC ^QUESTIONING PATS OFF. 



THERE'S A LIGHT IN 
RENA'S LIVING ROOM. 



f IF THAT MASpUERADING.OUTLAWHAS Y; 
GONE TO BOTHER RENA BRENNAN, WE CAN'T 
S. GET THERE rc^TOO SOON, PARTNER/ J 



HUNHH. 

HUNHH. 

HUNHH. 



vf ELL AFTER DARK. 7 HE SMALL 
RANCH COMES INTO SIGHT. 




THERE --TOWARD ^ 
THE RIVER/ I SAW 
sA MOVEMENT/ t 



SLADE 

ANDERS' HORSE.' 
HE‘S_^ r - i HERE.' 



THOSE ROCKS ARE HIDING WHATEVER 
. I SAW/ I'LL KNOW IN A MINUTE.' 



RENA-- ON THE RIM 
OF THE GORGE.' AND 
-IT CANT BE — 
TOM Wl T H 



OPENLY, FROM BEHIND A SHADOWED ROCK. 



' I'LL GET YOU THIS 
TIME, BRENNAN -LIKE 
fc GOT MY BROTHER.' 



P N THE VERY BRINK OF THE RIVER GORGE STAND 
TWO FIGURES IN INTIMATE CONVERSATION. ONLY 
THE MURMUR OF THEIR VOICES REACHES ROY. 






N- bang/ 




AHH! 



T I THIS MAN DID HAVE A WARRANT 
■)? J TOM. BUT HE'S A MURDERER, 
MASQUERADING AS THE DEPUTT 
HE KILLED. THE NAME HE ERASED 
k ON THIS WARRANT WAS HIS 
> 



...ANDERS ALREADY HAD TWO NOTCHES 
ON HIS SUN. HE FISURED HIS STOLEN LAW 
BADSE WOULD LET HIM SET AWAY AFTER 

— r shooting you-- but . 

/ \ Af HE GOT CAUGHT IN Y 

■0Z- / \ /[ A HIS OWN TRAP/ / 



' YES, RENA. SLADE X 
ANDERS WAS HUNTING 
TOM WHILE THE REAL 
. DEPUTY WAS TRAIL- , 
INGHIM... A 



...AND HE 1 

SUBSTITUTED TOM’S 
V NAME.' J 



I NDERS TURNS LIKE A TRAPPED COUGAR — 
BUT THE FIGHT IS SHORT! ALL OF ROY'S 
FURY IS IN THE BLOW HE LANDS ! 






■As THE THIRD SHOT RINGS OUT, ROY'S 
HURTLING WEIGHT STRIKES THE GUNMAN. . 



BREED OF THE PIONEERS 

Arnie 

Grows 

Up 

At his father's silent gesture, Arnie Todd 
followed him to the gate. Joe Todd was start- 
ing a two-day journey to the salt licks. They 
needed the salt badly for the stock. But Arnie 
sensed that his father was reluctant to go. 

Arnie knew why. The Blue Crowfeet tribe 
had recently infiltrated the territory. They 
were sneak thieves, often rifling a settler's 
place if left unguarded. Sometimes they left 
dead behind, when surprised in the act. 

"Didn't want your mother to hear this," said 
the homesteader at the gate, out of earshot 
of the cabin. "If you suspect Crowfeet about, 
take the kids and mother to the river, pronto. 
Head for the fort. Don't take chances, son— 
against their tomahawks." 

"You can depend on me. Dad," said Arnie, *■ 
scared inside. 

Joe Todd put a band on his son's shoulder. 
"Our family— our homestead— everything de- 
pends on you while I'm gone." 

He shot Arnie a peculiar glance. "Above 
all, son, don't go into a panic. Keeping a cool 
head— that's the main thing. Well, so long." 

Watching his father gallop off, Arnie puz- 
zled over those last remarks. Some hidden 
meaning lay behind them. Arnie took a deep 
breath. "I'll prove I can handle it, even if I'm 
only fifteen," he thought. 

Arnie patted two-year-old Jeannie on his 
way to the barn. The twin boys of seven 
romped in the haystack. His mother was in 
the kitchen window, trying to hide her fears 
with her husband gone. 

The chores took Arnie till after dark. He 
went to the henhouse last to gather eggs. 
Arnie stopped short. Where Brownie nested 
there was only a scattering of feathers! And 



no eggs! 

Arnie's heart hammered. 

Was it an ordinary weasel? Or a two- 
legged "weasel"? The first sign of Crow- 
feet around, making the place for bigger 
thievery? 

Arnie swallowed, and decided not to tell 
his mother— yet. She might panic and insist on 
rushing for the fort right away. But that 
would leave the place unguarded for the 
Crowfeet to rob later. Some scout would 
notice the ripe plum . . . 

Arnie fought down the sickening fears in 
his mind, and made a plan. Restlessly that 
night he waited for his mother and the kids 
to fall sound asleep. Then Arnie slipped 
quietly from the cabin. 

He crept inside the henhouse, careful not 
to scare the roosting chickens into wild clamor. 
He huddled in a corner, on guard. 

Quiet night hours wore away. Suddenly 
Arnie stiffened. Was that a footfall outside? 
Did he hear human breathing? Were Crow- 
feet sneaking up for a big night raid? 

Panic filled Arnie. His father had warned 
against taking chances with their lives. Arnie 
was ready to run . . . 

But he eased back, remembering what else 
his father had said. And then Arnie under- 
stood and sat still, waiting tensely. 

A small shadow streaked toward the hens. 
ReKef rolled over Arnie. Only a weasel! 

Arnie coughed, enough to frighten the an- 
imal away. "Footfalls! Human breathing! A 
pack of thieving Crowfeet— all my imagina- 
tion," laughed Arnie as he set the weasel 
trap. 

When his father returned, Arnie told the 
incident and added, "That's what you meant, 
Dad. Not a panic over real Indians— but a 
panic over imaginary ones!" 

Joe Todd nodded. "If you fled for nothing, 
son. Crowfeet scouts would have quickly sent 
a looting party." He grinned at his son. "By 
the way, what happened to the boy i left 
behind?" 

Arnie grinned back proudly. He was a man 




“IT'S THE STORY OF OLD TIGER, A DOG THAT BELONGED 
TO YOUNG JIM WELLMAN, A FRIEND OF MINE... JIM HADA 
PIONEER RANCH, UP IN SASKATCHEWAN. AND A FINE YOUNG 
WIFE, GRACE, ANO A SM ALL SON CA LLED LARRY * 



" GRACE WOULDN'T HAVE THE OLD, BLIND DOG SHOTON 
HER RANCH! SO THEY GOT A NEIGHBOR, WILL NORRIS.TO 
TAKE TIGER AWAY, WHILE LITTLE LARRY WAS ASLEEP. 




A LITTLE WHILE LATER, LARRY WOKE AND MISSED ' NOBODY SAW THE LITTLE FELLOW SO INTO THE BUSH- - 

HIS PAL! HE WENT LOOKING FOR THE OLD DOG.. WHICH WAS QUITE CLOSE TO THE HOUSE..." 





■BUT PERHAPS AN HOUR AFTERWARDS, GRACE 
'N. WELLMAN MISSED HIM!" 



"IT HAD JUST RAINED, AND SHE FOLLOWED HIS LITTLE 

FOOTPRINTS INTO THE BUSH FOR A WAY BEFORE 

S HE LOST THEM! GRACE WAS WORRIED SICK! “ 



WHERE ARE YOU. 
S* LARRY-? 



■r'LARRY! 
9 LARRY, 
JNSWERME! 



SHE FOUND JIM, BURNING BRUSH, AND TOLD HIM- 



GOOD GRIEF! LOOK Y 
HERE, GRACE! LARRY'S L 
^TRACKS END HERE.AND- 



<JIM! 

JIM! LARRY's’ 
V GONE! 



i 
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" BUT IT WAS NO USE THE HOUNDS COULDN'T PICK UP 

THE TRAIL! LATE THAT DAY .THEY HAD TO TELL GRACE 
WELLMAN THAT THEY HAD FAILED. " 






"soon he struck the she bear's TRAIL. THE OLO DOS 
BRISTLED AND GROWLED, BUT HE TOOK THE NEW TRAI L( 
HE SEEMED TO UNDERSTAND. . . " 




mount up 




Always mount from the left or “near” 
side. Though some horses can be mounted 
from the “off” or fight side, most of them 
resent it strenuously because they’ve been 
trained to left-hand mounting. Place your 
left foot in the stirrup and your right hand 
on the cantle (the rear edge of the saddle 
seat). 




Many cowponies are trained to start moving as 
soon as they feel the weight of the rider in one 
stirrup. This is so the cowpuncher can get the 
fastest start possible. The rider stands in the 
left, or “near” stirrup as the horse begins to 
move, and throws the right leg over the horse’s 
back wliile tire horse is moving. But if you’re 
just' beginning to ride, here’s one of the best 
and safest ways to mount your horse. 



Pass your left hand through the loop of 
tire reins and grasp the saddle horn firmly. 
If the horse is skittish and bolts when you’re 
mounting, you automatically catch the 
reins in the crook of your left elbow. 
Though you may be left standing, you still 
have control of the horse. 




Here again, don’t hurry too much but find 
the right stirrup as quickly as you can. 
Nothing makes a horse more nervous than 
being pushed in the side with the toe of a 
boot while the rider tries vainly again and 
again to find his stirrup iron. It’s more 
important to get full control of the reins 
quickly than it is to get your right foot in 
the stirrup. Once you have grasped the 
reins firmly, you should be in full control 
of the horse. 






DELL. COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




In the deserts of southwestern United States and Mexico, the Road Runner or “War 
Bird” is as dangerous to the rattlesnake as the mongoose is to the cobra in India. Famed for 
his bold battles with these wily reptiles, the Road Runner does not seem to fear the rattler. 
Because of his remarkable swiftness, agility and uncanny timing, this nervous, sharp-beaked 
bird tires his foe by forcing him to move in endless, exhausting circles. Staying just out of 
reach of his enemy’s thrusts, the Road Runner quickly changes his positions, hopping from one 
spot to another. Then, he defiantly pecks and retreats, then pecks again, until his angry opponent 
admits defeat and tries to make off. 

A member of the cuckoo family, the Road Runner, known as well as the “Lizard Bird,’ 
is brownish in color and has a spotted crest His bright eyes are always ready and alert, 
scanning the desert floor for signs of food. Naturally, his legs are strong and enable him to move 
for long distances with the speed of a deer. His name comes from his preference for racing along 
the ground instead of taking to the air. Flying for the Road Runner is a last resort 

Although lizards are his favorite food, this long-tailed desert resident also enjoys snails 
when he can find them. Almost from the time he is hatched, his parents begin feeding him the 
foods which he will one day have to forage for himself. ^ ^ ^ 




HEY KIDS! 



NM£ MORE FUN 



TAKE A TS5T RIDE! 

Your nearby Schwinn Dealer will be glad to 
lei you test-ride this amaxing new Schwinn 
Corvette and tell you about many other 
exciting Schwinn bikes— over 65 Schwinn 
models in all sixes and colors for boys and 
girls. Schwinn Prices start at $39.95 

Your Schwinn Dealer d«."fi.d doctor 



3-Speed Gears 

Hand Brakes, front and rear 
Speedy middleweight design 
Faster rolling narrow tires 
Stainless steel fenders 
Electric headlight 
Front luggage carrier 
Schwinn Cantilever frame 
Deluxe saddle with handrail 
Sparkling opalescent colors 



50 you 



Arnold, Schwinn & Compon> 

1704 North Kildare Avenue 
Chicago 39, lllinolc 
Please send me at once: 

FREE! The Full Color Schwinn Bike 
Folder. 



Address 

City Zon 

Store Age 



FREE! 



A PRESENT FOR YOU!, 

See your fovorite movie and television 
stars riding Schwinn bicycles 
in this exciting full-color folder. 

GET IT FREE! from your Schwinn 1 
dealer, or send in the coupon. 

ARNOLD, SCHWINN S CO. ■ Chicago 39,111. 




